EXTREMES MEET      .

iy Madame^ je suls seul."

suis fdcheej* Madame Lolivrel condescended.
"Pauvre Madame!"

" Eh bien^ montonsj* the French Minister snapped, and
followed by the Serbian he and his wife ascended the
stairs just as Scrutton opened the door to admit General
Arcucci, the Italian Military Attache, with a handsome
dark wife.

" Ti aspetto quiy cara" he told her as she moved toward
the cloakroom.

The door opened again, and Colonel Nadegine, the
Russian Military Attache, in his dark green uniform
covered with orders, entered. He was an extremely tall,
very slim, sandy-haired man with a high narrow head,
always bubbling over with good spirits and prancing about
like a harlequin.

" Bon soir^ mon general^ $a <ua ? " he asked, beaming at
his Italian colleague.

" Qa va lien^ mon colonel"

Amberley, looking as incredible as the Chevalier d'Orsay
in the perfection of his evening-dress, came out of the
Chancery; and Waterlow, still unnoticed by anybody,
withdrew farther into the shadow of the palms grouped
round the curve of the staircase.

" Hul-/0, General! Hul-/0, Nadegine! " he exclaimed
with an exquisite cordiality, " Where's Madame Nade-
gine?"

The tall Russian beamed.

" I have lost my poor little wife!   I was playing tennis
with Prince Basil.   My god ! he is a damned bad player,
Amberley.   But she will come soon, I think.   She was
dining at the Monde with my Minister."
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